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ELLOWS, it's this way. You've

- .

got to win today’s game. It’s

means the Pennant for - Worcester.
One more hard scrap and we're done!
ever made to land the flag, ours has
been the best. You're the best team
ball players that ever stepped im
<pikes. We've played in the hardest
short trip we called the Rube's
Honeymoon. We got a bad start, and
Linds of injurics, every accident cal-
culated hurt a team’s chances,
we got the lcad and we've held it, and
today we're <till a few points ahead of
I paused to catch my breath, and
looked round on the grim, tired faces
group. The close of the scason found
them: almost played out. \What a
ordinary efforts, to bring the issue of
the Pennant down to this last game!
three games more to play at home,
will pull the bunting,” 1 went on. “But
it up to vou that way. I know Spears
is all in: Raddy's arm is gone; Ash
crippled. But you've got one more
game in vou, | know. These last few
af turn and he's about all in, too.
He's kept us in the lead. If he wins
that might apply to all of you. Now,
<hall we talk over the play today?

(Copyright, 1M5.)
“F
the last of the scason and
Of all the up-hill fights any bunch
1 ever managed, the gamest gang of
kind of luck all season, except that
<ore arms and busted fingers, all
came our way. But in spite of it all
BRuffalo.”
of my players. They made a stern
hard chance it was, after their extra-
“1f we lose today, Buffalo, with
they're not going to win! I'm putting
i~ playing on one leg: youTre all
weeks the Rube has been pitching out
today it'll be the Rube's Pennant. But
Any tricks to pull off* Any inside

‘l(lrk =T

“Con, you're pretty much upset an’
nervous,” replied Spears, soberly. *11
ain’'t no wonder. This has been one
corker of a scason. 1 want to suggest
that vou let me run the team today.
I've talked over the play with the fel-
lers. We ain't goin' to lose this game,
Con. Buffalo has been comin’ with a
rush lately, an' they're confident. But
we've been holdin' in, restin’ up as
much as we dared an' still keep our
Trad. Mebbe 1it'll surprise you to know
we've bet everv dollar we could get
kold of on this game. Why, Buffalo
money is everywhere."”

“All right, Spears, I'll turn the
team over to vou. We've got the ban-
ner crowd of the year out there right
now, a great crowd to play beiore.
I'i more fussed up over this game
than any | remember. But | have a
<ort of blind faith in my team. * ** |
cucss that's all 1 want to say.”

Spears led the silent players out of
and 1 iollowed;
and while they began to toss balls to
and fro, to limber up cold dead arms,
1 sat on the bench.

The Bisons were prancing about the
diamond, and their swaggering assar-
ance was not conducive to hope for
the Worcester<. | wondered how
many of that vast, noisy audience, in-
tent on the dav's sport, even had a
thought of what pain and teil it meant
toy my plavers. The Bufialo men were
good shape; they had been lucky;

the dressing rooam

mn
they were at the top of their stride,
and that made all the diffcrence.

At any rate, there were a few faith-
ful httle wonen i the grandstand—
Milly and Nan and Kose Stringer and
hare Bogart—who sat with compress-
ed lips and hoped and prayved for that
game to begin and end.

The gong called off the practice, and
spears, taking the field, velled gruff
cncouragement his Umpire
Carter brushed off the plate and toss-
ed a white ball to the Rube and call-
ed: “"Plav!™ The bleachers set up an
cxultant, satished shout and sat down
to wait

Schultz toed the plate and watched
the Rube pitch a couple. There seem-
ed to be no diminution of the great
pitcher's speed and both balls cut the
plate. Schultz chpped the next one
down the third-base line. Bogart trap-
red it close to the bag, and got it
away underhand beating the speedy
runner by a nose. It was a pretty play
1o start with, and the spectators were
not close-mouthed in appreciation.
The short, stocky Carl ambled up to
bat, and | heard him call the Rube
something. It was not a friendly con-
test, this deciding game between Bui-
falo and Worcester.

“Bing one close to his swelled nut!”
growled Spears to the Rube.

Carl chopped a bouncing grounder
through short and Ashs was after it
like a tiger, but it was a hit. The Buf-
falo contingent opened up. Then Man-
ning faced the Rube, and he, too,
vented sarcasm. It might not have
been heard by the slow, imperturbable
pitcher for all the notice he took. Carl
cdged off first, slid back twice, got a
third start, and on the Rube’s pitch
was off for second base with the lead
that always made him dangerous.
Manning swung vainly, and Gregg
snapped a throw to Mullaney. Ball
and runner got to the bag apparently
simultaneously; the umpire called

L mcn.

quick roar of delight.

The next pitch to Manning was a
strike. Rube was not wasting any
balls, a point 1 _noted with mingled
fear and satisfaction. For he might
have felt that he had no strength to
spare that day and so could not try
to work the batters. Again he swung,
and Manning rapped a long line fly
over McCall. As the little left fielder
turned at the sound of the hit and
sprinted out, his lameness was cer-
tainly not in evidence. He was the
swiftest runner in the league and al-
ways when he got going the crowd
rose in wild clamor to watch him, Mac
took that fly right off the foul flag
in deep left, and the bleachers dinned
their pleasure.

The teams changed positions. “Fel-
lers,” said Spears, savagely, “we may
be a bunged-up lot of stiffs, but, say!
We can hiR! 1f you love vour old cap-
tain—sting the ball!”

Vane, the Bison pitcher, surely had
his work cut out for him. For one
sympathetic moment I saw his part
through his eyes. My Worcester vet-
erans, long used to being under fire,
were relentlessly bent on taking that
game. It showed in many ways, par-
ticularly in their silence, because they
were seldom a silent team. McCall
hesitated a moment over his bats.
Then, as he picked up the lightest
one, I saw his jaw set, and 1 knew
he intended to bunt. He was lame,
yvet he meant to beat out an inheld
hit. He went up scowling.

\ane had an old head, and he had
a varied assortment of balls. For Mac
he used an underhand curve, rising
at the plate and curving in to the left-
hander. Mac stepped back and let it
go. “That's the place, Bo,” cried the
Buffalo infielders. “Keep "em close an
the Crab.” Eager and fierce as MAlc-
Call was, he let pitch after pitch go
by tull he had three balls and two
strikes. Still the heady Vane sent up
another pitch similar to the others.
Mac stepped  forward in the box.
dropped his bat on the ball, and leap-
ed down the line toward first base.
Vane came rushing in for the bunt,
got it and threw. But as the speeding
ball neared the baseman, Mac stretch-
ed out into the air and shot for the
bag. By a fraction of a second he beat
the ball. It was one of his demon
slides. He knew that the chances fa-
vored his being crippled; we all knew
that some day Mac would slide reck-
lessly once too often. But that, too, is
all in the game and in the spirit of
a great player.

“We're on,” said Spears; “now keep
with him.”

By that the captain meant that Mac
would go down, and Ashwell would
hit with the run,

When V\ane pitched, little McCall
was flitting toward second. The Bi-
son shortstop started for the bag, and
Ash hit square through his tracks. A
rolling cheer burst from the bleach-
and swelled till McCall overran
third base and was thrown back by
the coacher. Stringer hurried forward
with his big baL

“Oh! My!" velled a fan, and he
voiced my sentiments exactly. Here
we wotld score, and be one run closer
to that dearly bought pennant.
well men worked to-
gether! As the pitcher let the ball go,
Ash was digging for second and Mac
was shooting plateward. They plaved
on the chance of Stringer's hitting.
Stringer swung, the bat cracked, we
heard a thud somewhere, and then
Manning, half knocked over, was
fumbling for the bLall. He had knock-
ed down a terrinic drive with his mitt,
and he got the hall in time to put
Stringer out. But Mac scored and Ash
drew a throw to third base and beat
it. He had a bad ankle, but no one
noticed 1t in that daring run. v

“Watch me paste one!” said #Cap-
tain Spears, as he spat several vards.
He batted out a fly so long and high
and far that, slow as he was, he had
nearly run to second base when Carl
made the catch. Ash easily scored on
the throw-in. Then Bogart sent one
skipping over second, and Treadwell,
scoopimg it on the run, completed a
play that showed why he was con-
sidered the star of the Bison infield.
“Two runs, fellers!” said Spears.
“That's some! Push 'em over, Rube.”
The second inning somewhat quick-
ened the pace. Even the Rube worked
a little faster. Ellis lined to Cairns in
right; Treadwell fouled two balls and
had a called strike, and was out; Mc-
Knight hit a low fly over short, then
Bud Wiler sent one between Spears
and Mullaney. Spears went for it
while the Rube with giant strides ran
to cover first base. Between them they
got Bud, but it was only because he
was heavy and slow on his feet.

In our half of that inning Mullaney,
Gregg and Cairns went out in one,
two, three order.

With Pannell up, I saw that the
Rube held in on his speed, or else
he was tiring. Pannell hit the second
slow ball for two bases. Vane sacri-
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How my

Carl out, and the crowd uttered a1

Iir

came up. He appeared to be in no
{hurry to bat Then 1 saw that the
i foxy Buffalo players were working

They had the situa-

to tire the Rube.
‘tion figured. But they were no wiser
than old Spears.

“Make ‘em hit, Rube. Push ‘em
straight over. Never mind the corners.
We don't care for a few runs. We'll
hit this game out.” -

Shultz flied to Mac, who made a
beautiful throw to the plate too late

SRR

lis had been unnecessarily rough, and
they hissed and stormed disapproval.
As for me, | knew the Bisons were
losing no chance to wear out mny
pitcher. Stringer fouled out with Mae
on third, and it made him so angry
that he threw his bat toward the
bench, making some of the boys skip
lively.

The next three innings, as far as
scoring was concerned, were all for
Buffalo. But the Worcester inficld

to catch Pannell. Carl deliberately
bunted to the right of the Rube and
it cost the g pitcher strenuous ei-
fort to catch lus man.

“We got the Rube waggin'!
a Buffalo plaver.

Manning tripled down the leit foul
line—a hit the bleachers called a
screamer. When Ellis  came up, it
looked like a tie score, and when the
Rube pitched i1t was plain that he
was tired. The Bisons velled their
assurance of this and the audience
settled inta quiet. FEllis batted a
scorcher that looked good for a hit
But the fast Ashwell was moving with
the ball, and he plunged lengthwize
to get it square in his glove. The hit
had been <o sharp that he had time
to get up and make the throw to beat

" velled

at the play.
“You're up, Rube” called Spears.
“Lam one out of the lot!"

There was never any telling what
he might do, for he had spells of good
and bad hitting. But when he did get
his bat on the ball it meant a chase
for some fielder. He went up swing-
ing his huge club, and he hit a fly
that would have been an easy home
run for a fast man. But the best
Rube could do was to reach third
base. This was certainly good enough,
as the bleachers loudly proclaimed,

McCall bunted toward third, an-
other of his teasers. The Rube would
surely have scored had he started
with the ball, but he did not try and
missed a chance. Wiler, of course,
held the ball, and Mac got to first
without especial effort. He went down
on the first pitch. Then Ash lined to
Carl. The Rube waited till the ball
was caught and started for home. The
crowd screamed, the Rube ran for all
he was worth and Carl's throw to the
plate shot in low and true. Ellis block-
ed the Rube and tagged him out.

ficed, and then the redoubtable Shultz

the runner. The bleachers thundered

and another tally for us seemed sure. |89

- -

The Rube took his weary swing.

'plaved magnificent ball, holding their
opponents to one run each inning.
That made the score 4 to 2 in faver
| of Buffalo.
I In the last hali of the sixth, with
| Ash on first base and two men out,
old Spears hit another of his lofty
fiies, and this one went over the fence
[and tied the score. How the bleachers
Iroared! It was full two minutes before
| they quieted down. To make it all
| the more exciting, Bogart hit safely,
ran like a deer to third on Mullaney's
| grounder, which Wiler knocked down,
and scored on a passed ball. Gregg
ended the inning by ;triking out.

“Get at the Rube! boomed Ellis,
I the Bison captain. “We'll have him up
in the air soon. Get in the game now,
vou stickers!”

Before | knew what had happened,
the Bisors had again tied the score.
They were indomitable. They grew
| stronger all the time. A stroke of

The Rube was an uncertain batter. | good luck now would clinch the game

for them. The Rube was beginning

scarcely walk. But if the ball came his
way he could still run. Nevertheless, I
never saw any finer fielding than
these crippled players executed that
inning. .

“Ash—Mac—can vou hold out?" I

asked, when they lim in. I re-
ceived glances of scorn for my ques-
tion. Spears, however, was not san-
me.
“I'll stick pretty much if somethin’
dossn’'t happen,” he said, “but I'm
all in. I'll need a runner if F get to
first this time.”

Spears lumibered down Yo first base
on an infield hit and the heavy Man-
ning gave him the hip. Old Spears
went down, and I forhone hknﬂr he
was out in more ways than that signi-
fied by Carter’s sharp: “Out!

The old war-horse hﬂntheud himself

, and with his

It looked to the bleachers as if El-

to labor in the box; Ashwell wasr
limping; Spears looked as if he would |
drop any moment; McCall could)|

up slowly and pain

m!ok’ledndhupw vV

he_g-wdwmew
you call me out? he asked,

nin' plaved dirty with me—gave me| he faced Vane.

the hip.”
“I called vou out.”
“But I wasn't out!”

“Shut up now! Get off the dia-| evidence of it. His face was cold, un-|
mond!” ordered Carter, peremptorily.® smiling, rigid. He had to pitch to,
“What? Me? Say, I'm captain of

this team. Can’t I question a deci-

sion "

“Not mine. Spears, you're delayingl

the game.”

“T tell you it was a rotten dl‘-‘Ci'flhal McCall was not sure to hit, and
sion,” wyelled Spears. The bleachers

He

agreed with him.

Carter grew red in the face.

and Spears had before then met in
field squabbles, and he showed it

“Fifty dollars!”

“More! You  cheap-skate—you
piker! More.” z

“It's a hundred!”

“Put me out of the game!" roared
Spears, .

“Youn bet'®urry now—skedaddle!”

“Rob-b-ber!" bawled Spears.

Then he labored slowly toward the
bench, all red, and yetr with perspira-
tion, his demeanor one of outraged
dignity. The great crowd, as one man,
stood up and velled hoarsely at Car-
ter, and hissed and railed at him.
When Spears got to the bench he sat

down beside me as if in pain, but he!

was smiling.

“Con, I was all in, an’ knowin® 1
couldn’t play any longer, thought I'd
try to scare Carter. Say, he was white
in the face. If we play into a close
decision now, he'll give it to us."

Bogart and Mullaney batted out in
cshort order, and once more the ag-
gressive Bisons hurried in for their
turn. Spears sent Cairns to first base
and Jones to right. The Rube lobbed
up his slow ball. In that tight pinch
he showed his splendid nerve. Two
Buffalo players, over-anxious, popped
up flies. The Rube kept on pitching
the slow curve until it was hit safely.
Then heaving his shoulders with all
his might he got all the motion pos-
sible into his swing and let drive. He
had almost all of his old speed, but
it hurt me to see him work with such
desperate effort. He struck Wiler
out. i

‘He came stooping into the bench,
apparently deaf to the stunning round
o? applause. Every player on the team
had a word for the Rube. There was
no quitting ®in that bunch, and if I
ever saw victory on the stern faces
of ball players it was in that meo-

i ment.

“We haven't opened up yet. Mebbe
this is the innin’. If it ain’t, the next
is,” said Spears. i

With thepcwuk end of the battin
list up, there seemed little hope o

efting a run on Vane that inning.

e had so much confidence that he
put the ball over for Gr_cz , who hit
out of the reach of the inficld. Again
ane sent up his straight ball, no
airns to hit into a

mg pEy. .3135: Cairns s

in a voice audible to Vi d everybody else by ing &

n

S R T
cs,” s

“What for? [ beat the ball, an’ Man- | © The Rube strode to bat. The

ARSI
S

5 l closed in for a bunt, but the Rube had

Fd

5

no orders for that style of play.
Spears had said nqthing to him. Vane
|lost his nonchalance and settled
| down. He cut loose with all his speed.
be stepped out, suddenly whirled,
then tried to dodge, but the ball hit
him fair in the back. Rube sagged
|in his tracks, then straightened up,
| and walked slowly to first base.

| Score 5 to 5 bases full, no outs,
McCall at bat, I sat dumb on the
bench, thrilling and shivering. Mec-
Call! Ashwell! Stringer to hat!

| “Play it saie! Hold the bags!” yell-
| ed the coacher,

McCall fairly spouted defiance as

“Pitch! It's all off! An" you know
!
If Vane knew that, he showed no

McCall, the fastest man in the league;
|lo Ashwell, the best bunter; to
Stringer, the champion batter. It was
a supreme test for a great pitcher.
| There was only one kind of a ball

that was a high curve, in close. Vane
threw it with all his power. Carter
called it a strike. Again Vane swung
and his arm fairly cracked. Mac foul-
ed the ball. The third was wide, Slow-
1y, with lifting breast, \Vane got ready,
whirled savagely and sHot up the
ball. McCall struck out.

As the Buffalo plavers erowed and
the audience groaned, it was worthy
of note that little McCall showed no
temper. Yet he had failed to grasp a
great opportunity.

“Ash, | couldn't see ‘em,” he said,
as he passed to the bench. *Speed,
whew! look out for it. He's been sav-
in' up. Hit quick, an' you'll get him.”

Ashwell bhent over the plate and
| glowered at Vane.

“Pitch! It's all off, an' you know
it!" he hissed, using Mac's words.

Ashwell, too, was left-handed; he,
too, was cextremely hard to pitch to;
tand ii he had a weakness that any
of us ever discovered, it was a slow
curve and change of pace. But
!dnubted if Vane would dare to use
| slow balls ta Ash at that critical mo-
I ment. I had vet to learn something
jof Vane. He gave Ash a s<low, wide-
sweeping sidewheeler, that curved
round over the plate. Ash always took
a strike, so this did not matter. Then
Vange used his deceptive change of
pace, sending up a curve that just
missed Ash's bat as he swung.

“Oh! A-s-h! hit!” wailed the bleach-
crs,

Vane doubled up like a contortion-
ist and shot up a lightning-swift drop
that fooled Ash completely. Again
the crowd groaned. Score tied, bases
full, two out, Stringer at bat!

“It's up to vou, String,” called Ash,
stepping aside.

Stringer did not call out to Vane.
That was not his way. He stood tense
and alert. bat on his shoulder, his
powerful form braced and he waited.
The outfielders trotted over toward
right field, and the infielders played
deep, calling out warnings and en-
couragement to the pitcher. Stringer
had no weakness, and Vane knew this.
Nevertheless he did - not manifest any
uneasiness, and pitched the first ball
without any extra motion. Carter
called it a strike. | saw Stringer sink
down slightly and grow tenser all
over. [ believe that moment was long-
er for me than for either the pitcher
or the batter. Vane took his tme,
watched the hase runners, feinted to
| throw to catch them, and then deliv-
| ered the ball toward the plate with
| the limit of his power.

-Stringer hit the bhall. As long as 1
live, 1 will see that glancing low
liner. Shultz, by a wonderful play in
deep center, blocked the ball and
thereby saved it from being a home

run. But when Stringer stopped on
second base all the runners had
scored.

A <hrill, shrieking, high-pitched

vell! The bleachers threatened to de-
stroyv the stands and also their throats
in one long revel of baseball mad-
NCss,

Jones, batting in place of Spears,
had gone up and fouled out before
the uproar had subsided.

“Fellers, 1 reckon 1 feel easier,”
said the Rube. It was the only time
I had ever heard him speak to the
plavers at such a stage.

“Only six batters, Rube.” called out
Spears. “Boys, it's a grand game, an’
it's our'n!”

The Rube had enough that inning
to dispose of the lower end of the
Buffalo list without any alarming bids
for a run. And in our half, Bogart and
Mullaney hit vicious ground balls that
gave Treadwell and Wiler opportuni-
| ties for superb plays. Carl, likewise,
made a beautiful running catch of
' Gregg's line fly. The Bisons were still
in the game, still capable of pulling
it out at the last moment.

When Shultz stalked vp to the plate
T shut my eves a moment, and so still
| was it that the field and stands might
have been empty. Yet, though 1 tried,
I could not keep my eves closed. 1
| opened them to watch the Rube. 1
knew Spears felt the same as I, for
he was blowing like a porpoise and
muttering to himseli: “Mebbe the
Rube won't last an’ I've no one to put
in!”

The Rube pitched with heavy, vio-
lent effort. He had still enough speed
to be dangerous. But after the manner
of ball players Shultz and the coach-
J ers mocked him.

“Take all you can,” called Ellis to
Shultz.

Every pitch lessened the Rube's
strength "and these wise opponents
knew it. Likewise the Rube himself
knew, and never had he shown bet-
ter head work than in this inning. [f
he were to win, he must be quick. So
he wasted not a ball. The first pitch
and the second, delivered breast high
and fairly over the plate, beautitul
balls to hit, Shultz watched speed by.
He swung hard on the third and the
crippled Ashwell dove for it in a
cloud of dust, got a hand in front of
it, but uselessly, for the hit was safe.
The crowd cheered that splendid ef-

fort.
Carl marched to bat, and he swung

his club over

shouted. Wearily, dogged]

- ' y. the R:
whirled, and whipped his arm. '?‘II::
ball had all his old lancing speed
and it was a strike. q‘he Rube was
making a tremendous effort. Again he
got his body in convulsive motion—
two strikes! Shultz had made no
move to run, nor had Carl made any
move to hit. These veterans were
waiting. The Rube had pitched five
strikes—could he last?

“Now, Carl! yelled Ellis, with
startling suddenness, as the Rube
pitched again,

Crack! Carl placed that hit as safe-
ly through short as if he had thrown
it. McCall's little legs twinkled as he
dashed over the grass. He had to
head off that hit and he ran like a
streak. Down and forward he pitched,
as if in one of his fierce shdes, and
he got his body in front of the ball,
blocking it, and then he rolled over
and over. But he jumped up and lined
the ball to Bofart, almost catching
Shultz at third-base. Then, as Mac
tried to walk, his lame leg buckled
nn:icr him, and down he went, and
Gut
_"Call time,” T called to Carter. “Me-
Call is done, * = » Myers, you go to
{leit an’ for Lord’s sake play ball

Stringer and Bogart hurried to Maec
and, lifting him up and supporting
him bt-twegn them with his arms
:?und_dlh;ar shc;uldcrs. they led him

amid cheers from the "
was white with pain. seandy. Mec

“Naw, I won't go off th
'I:c_a\'e me on the hench,” ll;ec f:f:i[

Fight 'em now. It's our game. Never
mm;]l abcouplc of rll:‘ns."

¢ boys ran back to their iti

and Carter called play. Perh:::';lci::f
tle dcl‘ay had been helpful to the
Rube. Slowly he stepped into the box
and watched Shultz at third and Carl
at second. There was not much prob-
ability of his throwing to catch them
off the base, but enough of a possi-
bility to make them careful, so he
held them close.

_The Rube pitched a strike to Man-
ning, then another. That made eight
strikes square over the plate that in-
ning. What magnificent control! It
was equaled by the implacable pa-
ticnce of those veteran Bisons. Man-
ning hit the next ball as hard as Carl
had hit his. But Mullaney plunged
down, came up with the ball, feinted
to fool Carl, then let drive to Gre g
to catch the fleeting Shultz. The
throw went wide, but Gregg got it,
and, lcapmg_lengthwise, tagged Shultz
out a yard from the plate.

One out. Two runners on bases.
The bleachers rose and split their
throats. Would the inning never end?

Spears kept telling himself: "Thcz’li
score, but we'll win. It's our game!

I had a sickening fear that the
strange confidence that obsessed the
Worcester players had been blind,

as if he knew| ity,

unreasoning vanity.

“Carl will steal,” muttered Spears.
“He can't be stopped.”

Spears had called the play. The
Rube tried to hold the littie base-
stealer close to second, but, after one
attempt, wisely turned to his hard
task of making the Bisons hit and hit
quickly. Ellis let the ball pass; Gregg
made a perfect throw to third; Bo-
gart caught the ball and moved like
a flash, but Carl slid under his hands
to the bag. Manning ran down to
second. The Rube pitched again, and
this was his tanth ball over the plate.
Even the Buffalo players evinced elo-
quent appreciation of the Rube's de-
fense at this last stand.

Then Ellis sent a clean hit to right,
scoring both Carl and Manning. [
breathed easier, for it seemed with
those two runners in, the Rube had a
better chance. Treadwell also took
those two runners in the Rube had a
way those Bisons waited. They had
their reward, for the Rube's speed
leit himi. When he pitched again the
ball had control, but no shoot. Tread-
well hit 1t with all his strength. Like
a huge cat Ashwell pounced upon it,
ran over second base, forcing Ellis,
and his speedy snap to first almost
caught Treadwell.

Score 8 to 7. Two out. Runner on
first. Ohne run to tie.

In my hazy, dimmed vision | saw
the Rube's pennant waving from the
flag-pole.

“It's our game!” howled Spears in
my car, for the noise from the stands
was deafening. “It's our pennant!"

The formidahle batting strength of
the Bisons had been met, not with-
out disaster, but without defeat. Mec-
Knight came up for Buffalo and the
Rube took his weary swing. The
batter made a terrific lunge and hit
the ball with a solid crack. It lined
for center.

Suddenly electrified into action, 1
leaped up. That hit! It froze me with

horror. It was a home-run. [ saw
Stringer fly toward It_'ft center. He
ran like something wild. [ saw the

heavy Treadwell lumbering round the
bases. 1 saw Ashwell run out into
center field.

“Ah-h!"" The whole audience re-
lieved its terror in that expulsion of
suspended breath. Stringer had leap-
ed high to knock down the ball, sav-
ing a sure home-run and the game.
He recovered himself, dashed back
for the ball and shot it to Ash.

When Ash turned toward the plate,
Treadwell was rounding third base. A
tie score appeared inevitable.
Ash's arm whip and the ball shoot
forward, leveled, glancing, beautiful
in its flight. The crowd saw it, and the
silence broke to a yell that rose and
rose as the ball s in. That yell
swelled to a splitting shriek, and
Treadwell slid in the dust, and the
ball shot into Gregg's hands all at
the same instant.

ter waved both arms n:wnrd;.
It was the umpire's action when his
decision went against the base-run-
ner. The audience rolled up one great
ltcraorian cry.

- u e

the
inheld! what 16 expect. “Come on, Rube’™ he!




